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Forsaken

He curled his fingers inwards towards his palms, clenching for dear life in
hopes of taming the insanity that coursed through his veins.
It'd been days since he allowed sunlight to penetrate the dingy apartment.
What's the point? he thought. The darkness engulfing his being would only mock
him.
"You're fine," he whispered to himself repeatedly; his eyes were screwed shut.
His fist collided with the wall in front of him repeatedly and he only
continued despite the fervent pain radiating from his knuckles, trying to make
sense of the red liquid that painted them. The blood obviously wasn't his. The
Shadow was finally getting what it deserved, though he didn’t think that it could
bleed. But his shock quickly dissolved into triumph. “Hallucinations” couldn’t
bleed. Now he had proof! People would have to believe him nowHe broke through his clouded thoughts and whimpered at the growing pain
in his right hand, breaking down on himself. Soon, he was on his rear, sobbing a
great deal as his physical pain became acquainted with the one inside. How much
more could he possibly take?
The Shadow muttered an answer, then there was nothing. Silence was an
imaginary concept for him up until this point, but here he was: face to face with it.
Even his sniffles had died down and he repeated The Shadow.
"No more."
He'd considered suicide countless times and thought about how it would
impact the people around him. The tears streamed faster, and a small shudder
racked through him as he realized that it wouldn't affect them at all.
An infinite vignette of memories projected across his mind: the fights, the
break ups, the funerals, the grim bouts of self-hate that only grew worse.
Violet was over it.
Matthew was gone.
The Shadow got away with it.

And he was left to suffer.
He glanced down at his swollen knuckles to find that the blood had crusted
over. His stomach was rumbling for attention and he tried to think back to when he
last ate a full meal. Two? Maybe three? Days? Weeks? How long had he been
sitting there, propped against the couch? He backed out of his escape plan and
zoned out once again; the only thing stopping him was the fear of the unknown.
And even though he already felt like he was living Hell on Earth, he decided that
his chances were better here on Earth than in Hell.
Not yet, he’d reason.
He willed himself to get up and didn’t stop until he was in bed.
After what seemed to be hours, he felt the mattress shift.
“You left me downstairs. Are you okay?”
He opened his eyes, staring into those of The Shadow. Then he turned his
body languidly until he was facing the opposite direction. There was a mirror on
that wall, and the reflection only featured him. The tears were back for an encore,
and all he could do was nod.

